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I noticed where they’re 

startin to discover porno 
over in Russia. Dirty movies, 
dirty books, dirty pictures— 
smut smut smut. They’re 
goin crazy for the stuff. Cause 
let’s face it, you can’t keep 
people caged up for eighty 
years without some hor- 
mones backin up on em, if 
you know what I mean and I 
think you do. 

The Russian government 
is gettin a little worried about 
it, startin to think about 
clampin down on it. But 
that’s about the worst thing 
you can do. For two reasons: 

Numero Uno: The guys 
who sell porno are some of 
the best businessmen in the 
world. Not only that, they’re 
some of the most honest. I’ve 
known a few of these guys. 
They pay for everything in 
cash. They make absolutely 
certain everything they do is 
legal. They're so paranoid 
about breakin the law that 
they don’t even jaywalk. It’s 


business that are the sleazeballs. 

Numero Two-o: Any place that cracks down on 
porno gets a big sex-crime problem. Any place that 
doesn’t give a hoot about porno is able to control it. 
The best example is Denmark. That was the first 
country to legalize all forms of porno, in the late 
sixties. It was also the first country where the porno 
business just about shriveled up and died. Once it 
was legal—once everything was legal—the locals lost 
interest in it. It’s strictly for tourists these days. 

Anyhow, my advice to you, Ivan, would be to sell 
that stuff while you can, and hope that somebody in 





Doug Wert demonstrates what happens when you don’t like Ben 
the guysintheregularmovie Cross’s piano playing, in Haunted Symphony. 


the Parliament will rise up to be the Russian Jesse 
Helms, or the Russian Newt Gingrich. You gotta 
have one of those guys passin laws against porno all 
the time, runnin scare campaigns about child sex 
abuse, so that all the movies will remain forbidden. 

And as long as they’re forbidden, everbody will 
want em. 

I’m surprised I have to point this out. 

Anyhow, one guy who sailed into Moscow imme- 
diately after the revolution was over is Roger Corman, 
the legendary B-movie producer. He knew that the 
huge Soviet film studio, Mosfilm, would be needing 


a little extra cash, and he also knew that they had 
one of the greatest sound-stage complexes in the 
world. They build sets for every movie they make— 
elaborate sets that would cost millions in Hollywood. 
And then they throw em away. So Roger said, “Whoa 
there. Just send me pictures of every set you’re about 
to throw away. I'll write a script to fit that set. Ill 
make my movie in your studio.” And a new interna- 
tional partnership was born. 

And one of the best B movies yet to come out of 
Moscow is this week’s offering, Haunted Symphony, 
starring Ben “Remember Me From Chariots of Fire” 
Cross asa third-rate composer in 18th-century France 
who gets hired by a foxy heiress to complete the 
symphony her uncle was writing when the town 
lynched him for being a devil worshipper. Needless 
to say, it’s not somethin you'll wanna dance to. 

In fact, every time Ben puts on his frilly shirt and 
starts playin the old dead guy’s piano, something 
stirs in the cemetery outside, and a hooker down at 
the local brothel gets strangled with a piano wire. 
(All the hookers, by the way, are played by Russian 
actresses who have enormous talents, if you know 
what I mean and I think you'd better.) 

Meanwhile, the creepy housekeeper is lurking 
around the mansion, stickin her nose into every- 
thing—and it turns out she’s waiting on the old 
geezer to rise from the grave and make love to her 
again. But first she needs to jump into a new body— 
the one that belongs to new scream queen Jennifer 
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Beverly Garland uglies up for the part. 
Burns, as the heiress. 

But here’s the best part. The old creepy house- 
keeper is played by Beverly Garland, the great B 
movie actress from the fifties best known for flicks 
like The Alligator People. She started out in Roger 
Corman movies, and thirty-five years later she’s still 
makin em! It’s a little strange to see the woman who 
would have been the screaming heroine thirty-five 
years ago, now scheming against the screaming 
heroine so she can get the use of her body and be 
young again. 

Anyhow, this is one of the most expensive-lookin 
cheap flicks I’ve ever seen, with amazing special 
effects, and reminds me of Roger Corman’s great 
Edgar Allan Poe movies, like House of Usher and The 
Pit and the Pendulum, from the early sixties. Movies 
like this make me believe there’s hope for Russia yet. 

Nine dead bodies. One dead bloody bird. Eight 
breasts, including two stunt breasts. (Shame on you, 
Jennifer.) Head-banging. Hooker-garrotting. Com- 
poser pulled apart limb from limb by wild horses. 
Arm rolls. Bleeding crucifix. Multiple flogging. Great 
swordfight. Blade through the chest. Character ac- 
tress out the window. Lynching. Two zombies. Drive- 
In Academy Award nominations for Lev Prigunov, 
as the dead geezer who wrote the devil’s symphony, 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Melissa Anne Moore 


Full Frontal Julie 


Beauty may 
be only skin deep, 
but the beauty of 
many indepen- 
dent films is a lot 
of skin showing, 
a lot of the time. 
Buxom beauty 
Julie K. Smith 
is no stranger to 
unveiling a little 
skin for the cam- 
era, and is per- 
haps more com- 
fortable flaunt- 
ing her cur- 
vacious’ body 
than worrying 
about her ward- 





Melissa Anne Moore 





initial audition 
for Sidaris did 
not consist of the 
usual cold read- 
ing from a script, 
but instead she 
was asked to per- 
form three tasks: 
eat a_ grilled 
cheese and to- 
mato sandwich, 
run around the 
yard topless, and 
hold a_ gun. 
Smith passed 
the first two tests 
with flying col- 
ors, but refused 
to hold the gun 


Warrior. Smith’s comic side can 
be seen in Showtime’s Full Fron- 
tal Comedy starring Rick 
Macina. Cast as the show’s 
buxom, dimwit blonde, Smith 
describes Full Frontal Comedy 
as a comedy with an edge, touch- 
ing upon the topics of sex, drugs, 
and lesbianism. Look for Full 
Frontal Comedy to air in April. 

Sex kitten Ava Cadell loves 
to be a bad girl. Her latest film, 
Amore, from P.M. Entertainment 
and director Lorenzo Doumani, 
was especially fun to make, since 
this is one of the few times she 
has been cast as a femme fatale. 
Producers typically think she is 
too nice to be malicious, which is 


since she had never handled one 
before. Because of her high scores 
on the first two tasks, she was able 
to persuade Sidaris that when it 
came time to film, she would look 
like a pro with the gun. The out- 
come of this unique audition was 
Smith’s role in Malibu Bay Films/ 
Skyhawk’s action film, The Dal- 
las Connection. Smith’s talents will 
again be seen in Malibu Bay Films’ 
upcoming action film, Day of the 


robe. Having begun her career 
as a Penthouse Pet as well as 
starring in several Penthouse vid- 
eos, She definitely feels at ease in 
front of the camera, whether 
nude or not. To make it in the 
independent film world it is a big 
plus to be uninhibited, and 
Smith’s carefree attitude along 
with her natural beauty attracted 
the attention of action producer/ 
director Andy Sidaris. Smith’s 


a rare problem in the very com- 
petitive Hollywood world—usu- 
ally it is the other way around. 
Amore also stars Sports Illus- 
trated model Kathy Ireland and 
Jack Scalia (//licit Behavior). 
—MeE.issA ANNE Moore 
If you have news for Melissa, 
drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
TX 75221. 


for saying “Die for me, my pet, that we both may be 
reborn”; Doug Wert, as the nasty jealous boyfriend, 
for saying “Why can’t we have a bit of cheerful Italian 
music, like everyone else?” and 
“That man and his damned sym- 
phony, or me!”; Beverly Gar- 
land, as the housekeeping witch 
who grinds up maggots and feeds 
em to the cast, for jumping into 
bed with Ben Cross because “I 
can’t wait!”; Ben Cross, as the 
tortured piano-playin devil-pos- 
sessed hero, for saying “It’s as 
though the music were buried 
in my soul”; Alexander Pyatkov, 
as the suspicious constable, for 
saying “This is not Paris, 
madam—lI don’t need any evi- 
dence”; Jennifer Burns, as the 
crossbow-wielding heroine; and 
director David Tausik, for show- 
ing the Russians how to doit the 


drive-in way. 
Four stars. 
= oe Bp aye check it out. 





Love those Hassan hogkers. 
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It could be hazardous to your health... 


Shush If You Dare 


ave you noticed how many things can cause 
fistfights these days? I mean, things that used 
to be considered normal, and even polite, but now 
theyre grounds for fights, lawsuits, and general 
ugliness. 
For example, the words “Excuse me.” 
“Excuse me” used to be what you would say if you 





Bloodsucking outer-space monsters in Vampire Vixens from Ve- 
nus before they transform themselves into oversexed bimbos in 
search of a disco. 


were trying to be nice. But watch what happens 
today if somebody is standing in the middle of the 
grocery aisle, and you can’t get by, and so you say 
“Excuse me.” You've just disturbed that guy. You've 
just invaded his peace of mind. You’ve just upset his 
right to stand in the middle of the grocery aisle. 

A fistfight is possible. 

Another example: shushing in movie theaters. 
I’m a big advocate of shushing. I’m a championship 
shusher. I’m such a great shusher that I once suc- 
cessfully silenced an entire field trip of junior high 
schoolers. My secret: I never use the sharp, high- 
pitched shush. I always use the slow, continuous, 
gentle but firm shush. It starts out so low you can 
barely hear it, gradually increases in volume, and 
doesn’t stop until the theater is quiet. It’s actually 
kinda creepy when you do it right. Of course, you can 
only use it if you are four seats or less away from the 
loudmouth. Any farther away than that, and you 
bother everbody except the talker. That’s why, if 
you're within four seats, it’s your duty to shush. 

Anyhow, my point is that shushing can cause 
fistfights. Shushing used to cause shame. That’s why 
people did it. You would shush somebody, and the 


person would think, “Gee whiz, was I talkin that 
loud?” And it would be over. Today, people wanna 
argue with the shusher! 
I took a trip on Amtrak with my buddy Randy 
and his girlfriend. A couple of 12-year-olds kept 
running up and down the aisle, disturbing everyone’s 
sleep, and so Randy finally said, “Hey, you boys 
decide where you're gonna sit. 
You're botherin everybody.” 
And they were mad about it. 
They wanted to argue, defy, 
yell at him about their rights. I 
had to wade into it myself. The 
conductor had to be notified. 
The boys had to be threatened 

with being put off the train 
before order was restored. All 
because they were doing some- 
thing everybody regards as 
dumb. 

Listen up, people. 

When I was 12 years old, I 
ran up and down aisles, until 
grownups made me stop. 

I’ve been known to block a 
grocery aisle. 

I’ve been known to talk too 
loud in a movie theater. 

The only difference is that, 
when somebody pointed out what a jerk I was being, 
I just apologized and went on with life. I didn’t think 
I had to fight my way back into respectability. 

We're human beans, okay? We’re gonna get in 
each other’s way, talk too loud, and irritate the 
public peace. That’s why we have words like “Excuse 
me” and “Hey, hold it down over there” and “I'd 
preciate it if you’d put a lid on it”—so that we can all 
get on through life without havin fistfights. 

What changed? 

Did we run out of real stuff to fight over? 

Let’s lighten up a little, okay? 

And speaking of flicks you’ll wanna hear every 
word of, Vampire Vixens From Venus is finally here, 
and it lives up to its promise as the finest depiction 


of bloodsucking outer-space monsters disguised as 


big-breasted party girls ever filmed in New Jersey. 

Three plug-ugly aliens with faces like mutant 
pigs land in Jersey, touch their magic bracelets, and 
become oversexed airheads in search of a disco. They 
offer sex to every man they see—but only so they can 
put an electronic beanie on his head, turn him into 
a piece of gooey beef jerky, and suck out all his body 
fluids. 


Leon Head stars as the Brit- 
ish detective doing a perfor- 
mance that looks like a cross 
between Inspector Clouseau and 
Benny Hill after being slugged 
in the head with a big of nickels. 
Leon falls in love with legendary 
scream queen Michelle Bauer, 
more beautiful than ever, only 
to find out that she, too, is a 
meat-faced skag from Venus. 

Made for about fifty bucks, 
which means they occasionally 
actually move the camera in this 
one. 

Thirteen dead _ bodies. 
Twenty-four breasts. Multiple 
face goo. Scalpel face-stabbing. 
Gratuitous Charlie Callas. 
Drive-In Academy Award nomi- 
nations for the gorgeous J.J. 


North, as the blonde party alien, “ - — : * Th r 1. 1; Gl 
f : “Thi l t sti k Se ut some gross-out alien Makeup on eresa Lynn, Lesile aSs 
Theegs guia ae “the wedhegq 204 J.J. North, and they don’t look half bad. 


party alien, for using her two enormous talents to 
hitchhike; Leslie Glass, as the brunette party alien, 
who mates with a nerdy Elvis impersonator; Leon 
Head, as the detective who woos Michelle Bauer by 
telling her how much he admires “those fleshly 
lumps”; and Michelle, queen of the B movies, as the 
most luscious creature ever to explode on camera. 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 
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Victory Over Al Capone! 


The Cicero Outdoor Theater, just south of 
U.S. 30in Monee, Illinois, has a booming business 


under the management of Mary Tetrev, and just 
completed a better-than-average year. Walter 
Szewczyk of Lombard reminds us that, with eter- 
nal vigilance, the drive-in will never die. 





Drive-In THEATER 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
Saturdays at 9 p.m. Eastern, 8 Central, 7 Mountain, 11 Pacific. 
Joe Bob appears before, after and between the night’s triple 
feature, with special guests, commentary and sketches. 


MEANINGLESS DEATH NIGHT 


March 18: Lady Dragon I: Brutal revenge flick starring 
Cynthia Rothrock as a karate champion who’s married to the 
biggest soccer star in Indonesia. When her husband is killed by 
vicious diamond thieves led by sadistic creepola rapist Billy 
Drago, she puts on some fitted blouses and starts kicking hiney. 
Two and a half stars. 

Second feature: Blood Harvest: Tiny Tim’s only starring 
role is a horror flick filmed in rural Wisconsin and based on the 
criminal career of Ed Gein, starring nubile Itonia Salochek as 
a college coed who comes home to her childhood farm, where she 
finds her parents missing. Tiny Tim is the eccentric neighbor who 
has worn clown makeup ever since his own parents were killed 
under mysterious circumstances, and Dean West is Salochek’s 
whiny ex-boyfriend. Three stars. 

Third feature: Needful Things: In this fairly lame Stephen 
King horror flick, Max Von Sydow is the devil, running an 
antique shop in Castle Rock, Maine, where he'll sell you anything 
you want, as long as you do one itsy-bitsy dirty trick for him— 
slash somebody’s tires, break windows, maybe bust up a bar- 
room. And his idea is that everybody is so full of hate that they'll 
blame the wrong person and start pickaxing one another to 
death. The flick is gummed up by about 46 subplots, but there’s 


one great feud between geekazoid Amanda Plummer and 
down-on-the-farm chubster Valri Bromfield, who go at it with 
cleavers and axes in one of the greatest paint-the-walls-red stunt 
sequences ever filmed. Two and a half stars. 


CLEAVAGE NIGHT 


March 25: The Bikini Car Wash Company II: Lame but 
breast-filled sex comedy full of nubile young starlets dancing in 
their underwear as they try to save a chain of car washes from 
an evil company by creating the Lingerie Channel. Two stars. 

Second feature: Night Rhythms: Decent erotic thriller star- 
ring Martin Hewitt as a late-night radio talk-show host witha 
sexy voice who gets women all hot and bothered—until the night 
when Tracy Tweed shows up, has sex with him on the console, 
and ends up dead on the floor, with Hewitt framed on a murder 
rap. Wasit strip-club owner David Carradine? Was it sleazeball 
police detective Sam Jones? Wasit bartender Deborah Driggs, 
station engineer Delia Sheppard, or any of six other lovelies 
parading their talents through this bimborama? Four stars. 

Third feature: Who’s the Man?: Every rapper in the world 
does some kind of cameo in this inner-city comedy about two 
inept barbers—Doctor Dre and Ed Lover—who are forced to 
become New York City cops, then investigate an evil business- 
man who has plans to drill for oilin Harlem. Two and ahalfstars. 

& 

Coming in April: Zipperface (world cable premiere), Stone 
Cold (world cable premiere), Sins of the Night (world cable 
premiere), Mardi Gras for the Devil, Dinosaur Island. 


he bluest eyes 

in Texas just 
hit The Movie 
Channel. Some of 
the more perceptive 
viewers may have 
already spotted 
Drive-In Theater’s 
new sexy blonde 
postal babe bounc- 
ing around Joe 
Bob’s trailer park 
every week. Those 
huge...ahem... 
blue eyes belong to 
Fort Worth beauty 
Honey Gregory. 


Honey (that’s really her given name) made random 
appearances on Drive-In Theater before landing the 








Honey Gregory. (The answer to the question burning in the minds 


places where misfits Owell. 


etc.) and music videos. 








of DIT fans everywhere: “Who is that girl?”) 
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GRapevine 


... Wherein We report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
€he out-of-—€he-mainstream, ano the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and other 


steady gig as mail 
girl. In addition to 
her acting, she is a 
college honor stu- 
dent, pursuing a 
degree in Business 
Finance with aspi- 
rations of law 
school down the 
road. Starstruck 
from childhood, she 
began her career in 
modeling, but in no 
time started land- 
ing jobs in commer- 
cials (Coors, 
Popeye’s Chicken, 
Her first break was the music 





video “Different Situations” which won a Silver 


Award at the International 
Film Festival in 1988. She can 
be seen in the movie Hexed, 
and her television credits in- 
clude Walker, Texas Ranger, 
Dangerous Curves, and the 
short-lived series 13 East. 
Throughout her career, 
Honey has managed to culti- 
vate a veritable Who’s Who 
list of celebrity friendships. 
In his rookie season with the 
Dallas Cowboys, quarterback 
Troy Aikman hung out regu- 
larly with Honey, even help- 
ing her decorate her Christ- 
mas tree. She has accumu- 
lated a bevy of friends in the 
country music industry, as 
well, including new singing 
sensation Tracy Byrd, the 
legendary Hank Williams, 
Jr., and country music giant 
Garth Brooks. Most recently 
Honey was seen at the Fort 
Worth Stock Show Rodeo in 
the company of Northern Ex- 
posure spitfire Janine 
Turner, also a native Texan. 
In the meantime, Honey looks 
forward to fostering her fledg- 
ling film career, currently ne- 
gotiating with James Kane 
of Moonglow Entertainment 
on a feature film project to be 
based out of Oklahoma. If you 
want to contact Honey, just 
send her a note c/o The Joe 
Bob Report, and we'll see that 
she gets it. 


€ 

All True—Nothing Bo- 
gus is just that, an eight- 
page compilation of Xeroxed 
newspaper clippings with 
scribbled commentary by 
the Dion Brothers, proving 
once and for all that truth 
is stranger than fiction. 
Here are some samples: In 
London, a kid was finally 
jailed after being arrested 
282 times. He was 15 years 
old and had averaged one 
arrest per week since he 
was 10. In Rome, a “blind 
drunk” tour bus driver was 
finally apprehended when 
a passing motorist spotted 
an SOS scrawled on a piece 
of paper tacked to one of the 
windows by a petrified pas- 
senger. When it was dis- 
covered the the driver was 
four times over the legal 
alcohol limit, a representa- 
tive of the tour company 
was quoted as saying “these 
things happen.” In West 
Columbia, a woman was 
slain because “an argument 
had broken out over a hat.” 
Masterminded by Eddie 
Banay, All True—Nothing 
Bogus also contains clip- 
pings of curious obituaries 
and a video/fanzine review 
section. For a subscription, 
just send whatever you 
want in cash to: All True— 
Nothing Bogus, 14227 
Eventide, Cypress, TX 
77429. 


Pornowood 


The left column is the Hollywood title. The right column is the porno industry’s X-rated 
version. We’re not making up any of these titles. These are actual movies. 


The Addams Family 

All That Jazz 

Altered States 

An American Werewolf in London 
Bates Motel 

Batman 

Baywatch 

The Beastmaster 

The Big Chill 

The Blackboard Jungle 
Blue Velvet 

Breathless 

Cinderella 

City Slickers 

Club Med 

Conan the Barbarian 

Dirty Rotten Scoundrels 
Educating Rita 

Girls Just Wanna Have Fun 
Honey, I Shrunk the Kids 
House of the Rising Sun 
Housesitter 

I Dream of Jeannie 

In Living Color 

Interview with a Vampire 
Jennifer 8 | 
Jurassic Park 

The Last Temptation of Christ 
Lifestyles of the Rich and Famous 
Love Letters 

Murphy Brown 

Naked Gun 2 1/2 

Pee Wee’s Big Adventure 
Plan 9 From Outer Space 
Police Academy 

Rainman 

Return to Macon County 
The Road Warrior 

The Search for Red October 
Seinfeld 

Spartacus 

Star Trek II]: The Wrath of Khan 
Tales From the Darkside 
Thanks for the Memories 
What About Bob? 


The Maddams Family 

All That Sex 

Sexually Altered States 

An American Buttman in London 
Butts Motel 

Buttman 

Babe Watch 

The Creasemaster 

The Big Thrill 

Blackbroad Jungle 

Black Velvet 

Careless 

Sinderella 

Titty Slickers 

Club Head 

Barbara the Barbarian 

Filthy Sleazy Scoundrels 
Educating Kascha 

Girls Just Wanna Have Girls 
Honey, I Blew... Everybody! 
House of the Rising Moon 
Facesitter 

I Dream of Tiffany/I Dream of Teri 
In Loving Color 

Intercourse with a Vampire/Interview with a Vamp 
Jennifer Ate : 
Juranal Park 

The Last Temptation of Teri 

Sex Lives of the Rich and Beautiful 
Lust Letters 

Murphie’s Brown 

Naked Bun 8 1/2 

Buttman’s Big Tit Adventure 
Plan 69 From Outer Space 

Ona Zee’s Sex Academy 
Rainwoman 

Return to Bazooka County 

The Load Warriors 

The Search for Pink October 
Hindfeld 

Spermacus 

Sex Trek III: The Wrath of Bob 
Tales From the Backside 

Thanks for the Mammaries 
What About Boob? 





* 

It’s springtime, and we’re longing to hear the 
crack of the bat, the roar of the crowd, those two 
immortal, elusive words hanging heavily and unspo- 
ken in the silence of darkened major league ballparks 
everywhere. We refer not to “Play Ball!”, but to those 
other two words that could settle this thing once and 
for all: “Organized Crime.” It is the contention of 
Spike Vrusho of Murtaugh magazine that if the 
mob ran baseball, this annual owner/player bicker- 
ing would be eliminated. This 36-page homage to all 
things baseball is dedicated to former Pirates man- 
ager Danny Murtaugh and contains poems, short 
stories, and cartoons dedicated to the sport as well as 
a smattering of general commentary on retro-seedi- 
ness, cliches, underground culture, and punk rock. 
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Our favorite item is the feature on proper baseball 
cap folding, complete with a list of popular headwear 
origami styles. (For instance, “The Grape Ape Flip” 
style is described as follows: “The front edge of the 
bill is folded directly backwards as if formed in a 
windtunnel. This crease reveals the sacred under- 
side of the bill, which is a no-no. ... While the bill flips 
upward, in this case, the appearance does nothing 
but drive the IQ downward. . . . Not recommended 
ever for professional ballcaps. Exception: The 
Braves.”) Add to the mix some rather brilliant artsy 
photography (including a shot of Home Plate in Mt. 
Vernon, Ohio, the legendary site where then-Little 
Leaguer Vrusho hit a grand slam in ’76) and you’ve 
got a smart little baseballophilic quarterly that goes 
for $1 or three stamps. Write: Murtaugh, 137 Emerson 
Pl., Brooklyn, NY 11205-3801. 


Reviews by the Ultra-Low-Budget Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


[HE HECK WITH HOLLYWOOD! 


“Excellent” documentary on three “wildly different” film 
projects—Only a Buck, made by three guys in Spokane who went 
heavily into debt and eventually ended up selling the videos out 
of a Winnebago that traveled from coast to coast; Personal Foul, 
which director Ted Lichtenheld made by raising $755,000 in his 
hometown of Rockford, Illinois, but never released; and Beirut: 
The Last Home Movie, which cost Jennifer Fox $743,000 and 
seven years of her life, but ended up winning awards around the 
world. “Probably the best sixty minutes of advice to young 
filmmakers. A wonderful look at human endurance and risk- 
taking. A very impressive piece of work.” “An absolute must-see 
for anyone seriously contemplating independent production.” 
“This is a much more cheerful topic than the topics explored by 
the filmmakers themselves.” 
“Fox is attractive because of her 
strong conviction about her 
film.” Two dead bodies. Three 
explosions. Producer/Writer/Di- 
rector/Photographer: Doug 
Block (“outstanding”). [WGBH/ 


System 


Blockbuster. 1991.] Overall rat- 94-89 Classic 
ing: 92. 88-84 Excellent 
83-80 Decent 


S)PASMOLYTIC 


“Surrealistic” “MTV ver- 
sion of Dr. Caligari, with face- 
chewing zombies and a nifty 
medical torture chair,” done as 
a video for the band Skinny 
Puppy, which some consider 
“lame” and others “great.” “Im- 
ages include a bride and groom 
picking and eating pieces of flesh 
from their faces, dollar bills 
pulled from a bloody mouth, and 
green ooze sliming out of a phone.” “The bizarre style perfectly 
complements the style of the group.” “The sets look like a heavy- 
metal album cover come to life.” “Incomprehensible words sung 
in a harsh tone, but it’s so weird it doesn’t matter.” Minority 
opinion: “A confusing mess, with a claustrophobic feel.” Four dead 
bodies. Cast: Ogre, Cevin Key, D. Rudolph Goettel. Director: 
Jim Van Bebber (“well-directed”). [Nett Werk/Capitol. Avail- 
able from Mercury Films, 73 Westpark Rd., Dayton, OH 45459. 
1991.] (Also reviewed by the Underground Committee, which 
gave it an 83.) Overall rating: 89. 


Kara 


“Gorgeous” “plotless artsy-fartsy short subject” starring the 
“great” Ben Wa Kai sensei Hiroshi Tojima, “happy in his own 
little world” as he “beautifully exhibits martial arts skills in a 
practice dance,” intercut with “short clips of yakuza butt-kick- 
ing.” “This is a beautiful study of Chinese movement, in practice 
and in use.” “We see what he does and what he sees in his mind’s 
eye.” “We can sense the sensei’s vicarious thrill in his solo 
workout.” “Good production values on a $1.98 budget.” Five dead 
bodies. Kung Fu. Cast: Yasuki Fukui (Yakuza #1), Hiroyuki 
Ishida (Yakuza #2), Akio Tomiyama (Yakuza #3), Minora 
Tanada (Yakuza #4), Shouichi Sato (Yakuza #5). Producer/ 
Concept: Samuel Turcotte (“well-written”). Directors: Turcotte, 
Jim Van Bebber. [Nippon Karatedo Genwakai U.S. Headquar- 
ters. Available from Mercury Films, 73 Westpark Rd., Dayton, 
OH 45459. 1990.] (Also reviewed by the Underground Commit- 
tee, which gave it a 78.) Overall rating: 88. 


79-75 Watchable 
74-65 Pathetic 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


Records 
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Official Rating 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


Ultra-Low-Budget 


Highest rating: 92 
(The Heck With Hollywood, 1991). 


Lowest rating: 57 
(Mutant Massacre 2, 1991). 


SHREDDER ORPHEUS 


py ee | 


This “wonderful” “campy” “imaginative” futuristic rock- 
and-roll version of the Orpheus-and-Eurydice myth might best be 
called “Mad Max on Skateboards Goes To Hell.” First a “weird” 
group of “zombie” broadcasters kidnap Megan Murphy, the 
“properly tragic” newlywed wife of rock performer Orpheus 
(Robert McGinley in a “terrific one-face performance”) as part 
of a plot to brainwash America. Orpheus enters the studios of 
Euthanasia Broadcasting Network (“We Bring Good Things To 
Death”) to retrieve her, but he must never look back at her until 
they escape. When he does look back, she vanishes, so he sets out 
on a quest with the “skateboarding equivalents of Jason and the 
Argonauts.” “It sounds goofy, but it’s really quite entertaining. 
One of the best self-financed films I’ve seen.” “The humor and 
satire for today prove the classics are timeless.” “Full 
of very New Wave but cheesy references to mythol- 
ogy and the Old Testament. Too much going on—way 
too much.” “It sounds and looks like a music video.” 
“McGinley has made an outstanding film. He’s no 
great shakes as a performer, but I’d love to see 
anything else he writes and directs.” “Great rock 
soundtrack with many wild guitar breaks by Roland 
Barker and the Shredders (a real band!).” “Music by 
The Shredders—I wouldn’t say outstanding, but very 
appropriate.” McGinley has the best line: “I’ve dedi- 
cated my life to the sound of metal insects screaming 
in a wall of oatmeal.” [Note from Joe Bob: This film 
was shot in Seattle over the course of four years, with 
a cast and crew donating its time.] Eleven dead 
bodies. Eleven breasts. One explosion. Head rolls. 
Cast: Gian-Carlo Scandiuzzi (“standout” as Ha- 
des, evil leader of EBN, who “sings ‘Up a Lazy River’ 
in zombie style”), Stephen Jessie Bernstein (“good” 
as paraplegic Axel), Linda Severt (“sexually am- 
biguous skateboarding drummer” Scratch), Vera 
McCaughan (Persephone). Writer/Director: McGin- 
ley (“interesting script,” “great job”). [AIP. 1989/90. ] 
(Also reviewed by the Science Fiction & Fantasy Committee, 
which gave it a 62.) Overall rating: 86. 


priest YOU LIVE, THEN YOU DIE 


> >? 


“Ponderous” “slow” but “truly great” “grim” “beautiful” 
contemporary western about a poor Russian factory worker, the 
“pizarre” “agonized” Dyrk Ashton, haunted by the vision of a 
beautiful woman, who returns home to find his father and son 
murdered by a pair of ruthless agents. The two thugs then kidnap 
Ashton’s girlfriend so they can hand her over to “a female- 
collecting masochist” who makes bondage and torture films. 
Ashton “teams up with a dude who drives a customized hearse” 
and seeks revenge, “but not before visiting graveyards and 
getting force-baptized.” “The title is correct—virtually everyone 
dies.” “It’s like watching an Ingmar Bergman version of Blue 
Velvet.” “This is a true work of art, reminiscent of those early 
French fifties movies in feeling. One of the best movies I’ve ever 
seen.” “Bergman meets Lynch meets Jarmusch. But unlike 
Lynch, the random images in this movie come together and mean 
something.” “Sort of a spy movie meets an art film.” “Very high 
production values, but inaccessible story—and over half the film 
is in slow motion.” “Ifit weren’t so good, it would be pretentious.” 
“I couldn’t figure it out—but that’s kinda why it was cool!” 
“Ashton has a strange presence. He’s almost handsome.” “Ashton 
performs the role ofa foreign Russian immigrant so well subtitles 
are actually needed!” “Ashton is the new Michael Berryman.” “A 
lovely, haunting score by Allen DiCenzo.” Minority opinion: 
“This is one of those pretentious films that poses as an art film 


when in fact it’s just another way of saying ‘We have little plot and 
want to pad this film out with special shots.’ Give me entertain- 
ment any old day.” Ten dead bodies. Four breasts. One explosion. 
Kung Fu. Torch Fu. Vomit Fu. Cast: Erica Beck (“outstanding” 
as the “ethereal wife” Raya), Clark Houle (Mr. — Jim 
Van Bebber (“great minor role” as Ricky), Wil- 
liam Farmer (“properly enigmatic” as the mys- 
terious photographer), Chris Athy (“good” as 
the tall agent), Mark Burson (“good,” “over the 
top” as the short agent), Charlie Goetz. Produc- 
ers/Writers/Directors: Burson, Farmer (“compe- 
tent,” “awesome,” “well-written”). [To order, send 
$31.95 to Film Group II, 221 E. Sycamore St., 
Columbus, OH 43206. 1991.] Overall rating: 85. 


EAD GAMES 





“Gritty” “hand-made” “Terminal Man rip- 
off so bad it’s good” about six serial killers given 
the chance for parole by agreeing to have com- 
puter chips implanted in their brains. Relocated 
in New York City, three of the prisoners’ violent 
personalities are reactivated when the computer 
chips “go wonky,” causing a psychiatrist, Robert 
Prichard, to organize a police manhunt. “A 
really typical drive-in movie—psychos, breasts 
and murder.” “A decent attempt at aconcept that 
has been overused. Ultimately boring.” “The 
glimpses of decadence in New York City are very 
true to life.” The best lines are “Why did you 
cannibalize her?” Answer: “I like to eat pussy.” 
Fifteen dead bodies. Twelve breasts. Boom-box 
head-smashing. Chain strangulation. Tongues 
roll. Gazebos roll. Penis rolls. Two explosions. Gratuitous Hare 
Krishna bashing. Kung Fu. Cast: Christopher Stone 
(“standout”), Sheila Sawney (“good” as Angel Lyndon), John 
Brewer (“the first Seattle grunge-look serial killer”), Don 
Damico, Laurie Lion, Sylvester Covin, James Fisher. Ex- 
ecutive Producer/Writer: Leslie Delano (“great story”). Direc- 
tor: Richard W. Haines (“clever”). [New Wave Film Distribu- 
tion. 1993.] Overall rating: 84. 


ESUSVILLE 





29 66 


“Snappy” “witty” shot-on-video “spoof on religious cults” 
starring Ed Pierce as an “insincere clod” who poses as a 30-year- 
old virgin and advertises through a computer dating service for 
“a good Christian woman.” He ends up meeting the “scary and 
funny” Barbara Evans, “excellent” as a “mindless” “whining 
born-again Christian from Hell” who gets him involved in a cult 
led by the “Jim Jonesish” Will Ridenour (“weak”). The cult likes 
to kidnap prostitutes to “save” them. When Pierce’s friends come 
looking for him, a “nice surprise ending” results, involving “Funny 
Face, a sixties Kool-Aid substitute.” “Amateurish but dead-on 
satire on fundamentalism, with an emphasis on ‘fun’ and ‘men- 
tal.” “A rollicking David Koresh type of comedy.” “Intelligently 
silly, attacking religion with a very wicked jab.” “It steals bits and 
pieces of real events and makes a farce out of it.” “Everyone’s 
performance is so over-the-top that it’s great.” Thirty-six dead 
bodies. Cast: Tim Sozen (Joe), Sue Trippiedi (Barbara), Steve 
Davis (Brown), Paul Damski (Green), Amy Eckert, Dan 
Smith (Rev. Ho), Steven M. Keen, Barbara Ridenour. Writer/ 
Director/Editor: Mike Trippiedi (“funny script,” “very well- 
written”). [To order, send $20 to Mike Trippiedi, 605 Compton 
Ave., Champaign, IL 61821. 1992.] Overall rating: 83. 


ENUS FLY TRAP 


“Cheesy ultra-low-budget” but “intriguing” “slick-looking” 
shot-on-video “reverse Blackboard Jungle” about three punks— 
Steve Malis (“great” as “a vicious bastard suffering from sexual 
confusion”), Darlene Hartwell and Michael Capellupo (“an 





actual actor!”)—who run into four Yuppies while robbing a video 
store. The punks then try to crash a party thrown by these “kinky 
Yuppies”—“excellent” Kimberly LaBelle, “standout” Deirdre 
West, Henry Harris and Kevin Glover—planning to brutalize 
them. Instead, the Yuppies “proceed to play mind games with the 





Barbara Evans saties up te Kool-Aid eae from the Jim J ones-ish Will 
Ridenour, in the shot-on-video religious spoof Jesusville. 


intruders before killing and mutilating them.” “Haves vs. Have- 
nots taken to its brutal extreme.” “Shockingly plagiaristic! It rips 
off House on the Edge of the Park to the tee.” “Your typical psycho 
humiliation movie.” “An overused premise, but amateurishly 
well-made, fun and nasty.” “Looks like it was shot on a high school 
stage set. What with strip darts, Russian Roulette, dildo on the 
night stand, and bobbing for gazebos in the Jacuzzi, you wouldn’t 
think this movie could be boring, but it is.” “The pacing is a little 
slow, and the level of tension isn’t high enough. The ending is a 
little similar to the end of Beyond the Valley of the Dolls, where 
Z-Man flips'and starts killing the guests.” “The level of acting and 
camerawork seem like porn video, but the actual sex and nudity 
content isn’t enough to qualify as soft-core.” “No depth to the 
obvious characters.” “The women are beautiful!” “Labelle, West 
and Hartwell all display fully rounded perky talents.” “Very poor 
sound quality.” West has the best line: “Life’s a bitch, but it’s 
usually a bastard.” Five dead bodies. Nine breasts. Icepick Fu. 
Cast: Garth Shaw (clerk). Writers: Marvin Jones, T. Michael, 
from Jones’ story. Director: Michael (“great script,” “good story,” 
“smooth,” “well-directed”). [Legacy. To order, send $23.95 to 
Kclectic Video, 7275 Franklin Ave. #210, Hollywood, CA 90046. 
1989.] Overall rating: 82. 


UTURE PERFECT 


“Top-notch” “imaginative” but “convoluted” story of an au- 
diovisual artist, “standout” Walter Ferrero, and a computer 
hacker, Ben Sheinkman, who create a virtual reality machine, 
but in doing so the artist becomes more alienated as he sees “the 
danger to man’s soul,” and the hacker retreats deeper into his 
electronic world, forecasting his potential profits. The movie 
“loses steam at the end” and becomes “a crazy changing-images 
show.” (“They must’ve run outta money at that point.”) “Stefan 
Forbes is one of those rare one-man bands who actually pulls it 
off. He wrote, produced, directed, photographed, edited, wrote 
music, did set design, gaffered—the whole thing. Normally a film 
with one person doing so much would look like crap, but Future 
Perfect really clicks.” “This is the first movie to deal with the 





ideological implications of virtual reality.” “It’s a great produc- 


tion, incorporating many different types of media hardware. The 
score is spooky. It’s part of the growing virtual reality genre. Too 
bad the genre is already tired and full of cliches.” [Note from Joe 
Bob: This was the first virtual-reality film, but didn’t receive 
distribution.] Minority opinion: “Boring, slow-moving. Two people 
cannot carry such a thin film.” Walter Covell, as The Prophet, 
has the best line: “McDonald’s is everywhere, destroying the 
earth!” Cast: Marilyn Meader 
(heiress). Writers: Forbes, 
Ferrero. [To order, send $24.95 
to BiG! Productions, 39 Aber- 
deen Ave., Cambridge, MA 
02138. 1991.] (Previously re- 
viewed by the Science Fiction & 
Fantasy Committee, which gave 
it a 65.) Overall rating: 80. 


[HE WEIRDO 


“Cheesy” “uniformly sub- 
standard” but sometimes 
“mildly entertaining” slasher 
“with a tired worn-out premise,” 
starring “good” “non-actor” 
Steve Burnington as a re- 
tarded, introverted backwoods 
creep whois bullied by the local 
kids and rejected by his mother. 
He falls in love with “innocent” 
“kinda weird” Jessica Straus, made), Future Perfect. 
an abused girl with a paralyzed leg, but when they consummate 
the relationship, the town is upset and tries to end it. The final 
straw comes when Burnington’s mother tries to “sell” him, 
setting off a killing spree directed against the whole town. “This 
is writer/director Andy Milligan’s last movie before he died of 
AIDS. It’s slow and talky, but still far beyond anything I thought 
I would ever see by him. Check out his film Torture Dungeon and 
then this. The difference is amazing.” “The violence is not even 
good enough to wade through all the boring dialogue.” “A vital 
message about victimizing those who are different with malicious 
gossip and stereotyping.” “A gaping stomach wound miraculously 
heals in time for the next scene.” Seven dead bodies. Two breasts. 
Cross impalement. Flaming little old lady. Pitchfork in the neck. 
Strangulation with Christmas lights. Heads roll. Hands roll. 
Kung Fu. Cast: Lynne Angus (“flubs her only lines” as Lisa), 
John Rand (“single worst perverted priest in film history,” “one- 
note performer” as Rev. Cummings), Naomi Sherwood (Miss 
Martins). Alternate title: Weirdo: The Beginning. [Raedon. 1988. ] 
Overall rating: 79. 


OVE YOUR MAMA 





“Artificial” “embarrassing” inner-city “unintentional com- 
edy” starring the “hilarious” Audrey Morgan as a “very homely 
ghetto mama” who has to deal with a son who steals cars, a 
daughter who’s pregnant (the “very very unconvincing” Carol E. 
Hall), an alcoholic husband who cheats, a day-care business 
that’s threatened by legal authorities, and “absolutely every- 
thing that can happen to a ghetto family.” “She prays to the God 
of Melodrama for support,” then closes with a “We Can Get By” 
speech that is “hilarious.” “This movie should be called Lawdy, 
Lawdy.” “This is supposed to be an ‘uplift the race’ movie, but it 
has more inane black and white stereotypes than Sanford and 






Walter Ferrero and Ben Sheinkman are trapped in cyberspace 
in the ultra-low-budget virtual-reality flick (the first one ever 


Son.” “This movie is ultimately insulting to blacks. The writer, 
director, producer and, God help us, singer and writer of the song 
that goes over the credits (enough bad singing to choke a mouse) 
lets no sappy, overdone turn go by.” “This family constantly lives 
on the edge—of boredom. The performers tend to ‘wait’ until the 
main character walks into the room at the beginning of some 
scenes. A family film only Michael Medved could love.” “Tries to 

‘do the right thing’ but 
fails.” “Morgan’s two 
main emotions are 
frowning and wrinkling 
her nose in a maternal 
fashion.” “The sound- 
track would work wellin 
a porno flick.” Minority 
opinions: “It gives youa 
real inside look at the 
‘projects’ and black life.” 
“Very well written and 
directed. A ‘mild’ version 
of Boyz N the Hood.” Cast: 
Earnest III Rayford 
(“overacting” as Sam), 
Andre Robinson 
(Wren), Kearo John- 
son (Willie). Producer/ 
Writer/Director: Ruby 
L. Oliver (“script stuffed 
with cliches”). [Hemdale. 
1993.] Overallrating: 76. 


NE WIERD FLICK 


“Aimless” “difficult-to-sit-through” “disjointed, confusing” 
“unwatchable piece of trash” about “aliens in J.C. Penney outfits 
with heavy eyebrows and a similar male voice (that is sometimes 
in synch)” who come from the sky in “a big green weenie,” then 
track down “assorted Earthlings,” “zap them with blow darts in 
the butt,” study them, shave their heads, and measure them for 
“ridiculous” skullcaps. (“The aliens differ from humans only by a 
black stripe on their noses.”) “One bad movie.” “It appears to want 
to spoof sixties bad space-invasion films.” “A reminder that bad 
movies can be really bad. Nothing entertaining about it. I felt 
every minute of it.” “Sobad .. .it’s bad. Please tape something over 
it.” “The aliens look like high school kids wearing their mothers’ 
aprons.” “If the Cold War was still on, this movie could be used to 
extract information from Commie agents.” “Pretty stupid, but 
with heart.” “Characters are introduced, then forgotten for no 
reason.” “This one could help put Nytol out of business, even when 
watched in fast-forward.” “The worst special effects I have ever 
seen.” “This movie would have been too long at 10 minutes.” “The 
aliens obviously landed on Earth earlier, as they wear sweatsuits 
and tie-dyes.” “The Ed Wood Award for best use of paper plates 
and cups for special effects.” Minority opinion: “So ultra-low- 
budget and cheesy as to be hilarious! Effort is too deliberate to be 
accidental. Animated cartoon sperm! Dairy Queen flying sau- 
cers! Nude teleportation! Rodent in gazebo! Acupuncture Fu! 
Giant mosquito Fu!” Cast: Steve Collins (“standout” as Will 
Bosky), Robert Flemming, Susana Nemeth, William Tho- 
mas Greystone (Borneo), John Miller (George). Producer/ 
Writer/Director: Greystone. [To order, send $22.95 to W.T. 
Greystone, P.O. Box 10813, Naples, FL 33940. 1990.] Overall 
rating: 60. 





Members of the Ultra-Low-Budget Committee are Buzz Dixon, screenwriter, Northridge, Calif.; Peter “The Reet” 
Glass, video store manager, Santa Barbara, Calif.; Robert E. Logan, CPA/controller, Norman, Okla.; Val Loure, night club 
manager, San Francisco; Brian Morton, producer/engineer at WJ R-AM/Detroit, Taylor, Mich.; Stephanie H. Piro, cartoonist, 
Farmington, N.H.; Ron Rejmaniak, computer engineer, Houston; Greg Russell, Neiman-Marcus price marker, Dallas; 
Robert Schreiber, tutor/teacher at New York City Technical College, Brooklyn, N.Y.; Michael R. Smith, makeup effects 
artist, Columbia, S.C.; Walter Szewezyk, safety coordinator for hotel chain, Lombard, Ill.; and Mark N. Turner, video store 


employee/reviewer for Decatur Daily Democrat, Decatur, Ind. 
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Either we’re real nostalgic, or we just like to goof off. 


Holiday or Hookey Day? 


bout ten years ago I hung out in Italy for a 


sphere was highly amusing to all us Americans, who | 


while, and I was always amazed at how many basically did our jobs on a nine-to-six, five-day-a- 
holidays there were, and how many extra days off week schedule, and we always got stuff done. 


people would take around the holidays. Every Saint 
has a holiday in Italy, and if the holiday is on a 
Wednesday, people say, “What the heck, 
I'll just take off Tuesday and Thursday, 
too, so I can go to my house in the Alps.” 

And then when they get to the house in 
the Alps, they say, “What the heck, I’m not 
going back to work just for Friday.” And so 
it turns into a whole week off. 

And so the post office is always closed, 
and corporations are always closed, and 
the guy you wanna see is never there, and 
you pretty much get this impression of a 
country that just goofs off all the time. 

I used to ask people, “This Saint 
Ignatius, what did he do? Why is he so 
important that the whole country is off 
today?” 

And Id get five different answers. It 
wasn’t that they didn’t know who he was. It was that 
they all had different versions of why he was impor- 
tant. Some thought he was gored by wild oxen, and 
others thought he wasimpaled ona Roman emperor's 
sword, and some just thought he taught Italian to 
the wild barbaric hordes. 

In other words, he wasn’t important at all. They 
forgot why he was important. And this whole atmo- 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he | 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter 
happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open 
the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a 
jerk in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the 
rest of your life. 

Bumper Stickers 

The Who’s Tommy, the amazing journey; Pink Floyd 
WBCN 104.1 FM, Speed—Get Ready for Rush Hour, I Support 
VVA (Vietnam Veterans of America), RoboCop 3—Back on 
Duty, Sepultura, The Addams Family, Ray Stevens (4), 92 
WICB Ithaca (10), Free America or Drug-Free America, I Seen 
"Em Too!, Pothead Man, 101.9 WDET, WJRZ 100.1, KRQR 97.3 
FM The Rocker, Live Forever—Win a Million Dollars. 

Videos 

Shining Blood; The Silencer starring Lynette Walden (2); 
Silent But Deadly; Silent Night Deadly Night 5 starring Mickey 
Rooney; Singles with Bridget Fonda and Campbell Scott; Single 
Gun Theory by David Ellis; Sins of Desire with Tanya Roberts 
and Delia Sheppard; Sins of the Fathers (Parts 1 & 2); Shooting 


Elizabeth with Jeff Goldblum and Mimi Rogers; Show ‘n’ Tell. |. 





Ten years later, the joke’s on us, isn’t it? 
This year, Christmas fell on a Sunday, so we 





started vacationing on the Thursday before and 
didn’t come back for almost two weeks. We didn’t 
even come back on January 2, because we thought 
we were entitled to an extra day when the holiday 
fell on a Sunday—even though we took the whole 
dadblamed week before that. 

We don’t celebrate Washington’s birthday any- 
more, because nobody really gives a flip about Wash- 
ington anymore. We have the generic President’s 
Day. 

We don’t remember why we celebrate Veterans 
Day on that particular date—some war ended on 
that day, didn’t it?—but we dang well better get our 
day off. 

Any holiday that falls on a Thursday means we 
take off Friday, too. 

Twenty-two-year-old employees with no senior- 
ity feel cheated if they don’t get at least two weeks 
vacation. Executives at major corporations expect 
eight weeks off. 

We invent new holidays all the time, like Martin 
Luther King Day, which has now expanded to in- 
clude the whole of Black History Month. 

I can remember, when I was little, back in West 
Texas, that if you didn’t work at least half a day on 
Saturday, you hadn’t put in a full week. This would 
be considered insanity today. 

I don’t think it’s so hard to figure out why Italy 
is no longer one of the industrial giants of the world. 

I don’t think it’s so hard to figure out why we 
aren't so hot anymore, either. 
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Alabama’s Three-Time Loser Law 


Jailhouse Crock 


here’s this guy. Let’s call him Frankie. Frankie 

commits a burglary when he’s 17 years old. He 
and some high school buddies get caught filchin 
some CD’s from a house that’s locked up for the 
summer. 

He gets off with pro- 
bation. 

Two years later, 
Frankie gets in a fight 
over a girl named Anita. 
Anita can’t decide 
whether she’s Frankie’s 
girlfriend or Stevie’s 
girlfriend. She playsem 
one against the other, 
they get into a fight, and 
one night Frankie pulls 
a gun on Stevie and 
beats him up. Felony 
assault. 

Four months in jail, 
five years probation. 

Now Frankie settles 
down. He gets married. 
He gets a job down at 
the auto body shop. He 
stays clean through his 
probation, raises three 
kids, hasthe normal ups 
and downs you have in 
a relationship. 

Fifteen years pass. One night Frankie finds out 
his wife is having an affair. He goes berserk and 
beats her up. She files for divorce the next day, and 
her lawyer encourages her to file felony assault 
charges against him, because it will make her di- 
vorce case stronger. 

Frankie is headed for a maximum security 
prison—for the rest of his life—with no chance of 
parole. 

Because Frankie lives in Alabama. 

It’s the ever popular three-time loser law, which 
says the third time you get a felony conviction, you 
go to the Big House forever and we throw away the 
key. 

Frankie is 34 and he has no hope. There’s noth- 
ing he can do. He can’t take college courses in prison 
to impress the warden. He can’t do charity work. He 
can't go to Bible class. He can’t seek psychiatric 
counseling. He can’t doanything to reform himselfin 
prison—or at least he can’t do anything that will 
count toward his parole. He can’t petition the judge 
for any special exceptions. Because he gets no parole. 
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Period. That’s how the legislature wrote the law. 

He wasn’t really a hardened criminal—until the 
door slammed shut. Now he is. He'll become bitter, 
defeated, maybe even desperate. Among other things, 
he is now.a constant 
threat to the safety of 
any guard who has to 
work near him. 

Do we really want 
euys like Frankie serv- 
ing forty years in 
prison at the expense 
of the state, nursing 
their anger? 

I don’t think so. 

We used to have a 
solution for this kind 
of situation. For the 
first 220 years of this 
country’s existence, a 
judge could look at 
each case individually 
and make judgments. 
The reason he’s called 
a “judge” is that he 
makes judgments. 

But the legisla- 
tures got tired of let- 
ting judges judge. 

And so weve re- 
turned to a kind of Ro- 
man code law, where there’s no room for compro- 
mise. There’s no looking at individual cases. The guy 
who stumbles into crime is treated exactly the same 
as the monster who enjoys killing. 

It’s the way things worked in the year—let’s see 
now—about the year 1350. 

Let’s see if we like it any better than they did. 

Let’s see if the wives of these men, and their 
families, and their friends, accept it any more quietly 
than the peasants who finally revolted all over 
Europe. 

Maybe they will. 

Maybe we'll get lucky. 


Victory Over Republicanism! 
The McHenry Outdoor Theater in McHenry, 


Illinois, continues to have great years showing 
first-run flicks. Walter Szewczyk of Lombard 
reminds us that, with eternal vigilance, the 
drive-in will never die. 
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Dear Joe Bob, 

I’ve been meaning 
to drop you a line ever 
since the Playboy issue 
featuring B-movie 
bimbos hit the stands. 
And though being re- 
ferred to as a B-movie 
bimbo after studying 
acting for several years 
pissed me off, and the 
photo that they used 
was shit, the only consolation were your kind words 
in your writing, even though you could have written 
a paragraph about me instead of two lines, 
but hell, Pl] take what I can get. 

I was just given a copy of Femme 
Fatales magazine and read your article 
and was amused at the mention of my 
name. Again you could have written more. 
Just remember next time... you said I 
“only do bit parts.” That was the part I was 
amused with, because I haven’t done a bit 
part in a B movie in years. In your local 
video store or on cable, you can see me co- 
starring with Miles O’Keeffe in Cartel, 
and as the lead in Mind-Twister with Telly 
Savalas and future B-movie queen Erica 
Nann and Maria Ford. Okay! I cleared 
that up so you won't make any more mis- 
takes. 

P.S. Caught your cable show last week. 
Cute hat! 
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Very sincerely, 
Suzanne Slater 


West Hollywood, Calif. Suzanne ap not just another ex- 
ploding face. 


Dear Suzanne: 
I would never diminish your enormous talents. 

Ever since I saw your head explode in Chopping 

Mall, I’ve been crazy about everything you've done. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I am writing to you because I face a great 
challenge. My name is Chris Soileau and I attend St. 
Mary’s University. It is a Christian school in San 
Antonio. lama Christian also, but Ihavea hard time 
accepting some of the beliefs the people on campus 
have. Particularly their beliefs on alcohol. My par- 
ents are from Louisiana so I grew up considering 
alcohol as just a beverage people drink. I never 
considered it as something to get drunk off of. Idrank 
in high school and I drink now, but I still consider 
alcohol as a beverage. I personally like beer. 

Recently I confronted our student government 
with my views on alcohol. I felt that everyone viewed 
alcohol as evil. In a few weeks they are going to have 
an “Alcohol Awareness” day. So I said if it was going 
to be about awareness, they should talk about the 
positive aspects of alcohol (i.e., the fact that it is 
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taxed by state and fed- 
eral governments). Boy, 
did they get stirred up. 
Now I find myself de- 
fending alcohol every- 
where I go. 

I have learned over 
the years that alcohol— 
that is, beer—has some 
health benefits. I 
thought I remembered 
hearing that it reduces 
heart disease. But people keep coming up to me, 
damning me pes I drink. tiie say it'll give me 

cirrhosis of the 
liver. I try to say 
that it’s alcohol 
abuse that is at 
fault, not drink- 
ingit moderately. 
Some people just 
can’t handle alco- 
hol. They 
shouldn’t drink. 
Their abuse 
should not reflect 
on the respon- 
sible drinkers. I 
find that I am 
having a hard 
time defending 
myselftosomany 
people. Most of 
them have not 
even researched 
information on al- 
cohol, they just 
spurt back the same old stuff they hear in school. 

I know you are a very knowledgeable man, so I 
am writing to you for your help. I was wondering if 
there is any way that you could send me some 
information to help in my argument. It is very hard 
to find information on the positive side. Media doesn’t 
want for you to know the whole truth, only part of it. 
If you could help me in any way I would be most 
erateful. Thank you for your time. 

Sincerely, 

Chris Soileau 

San Antonio, Tex. 
Dear Chris: 

It’s wine that’s supposed to be good for your 
heart. That’s why the French don’t have much heart 
disease. 

But look at the Germans, the Danes, the Swedes, 
the Norwegians. These are all major beer drinkers, 
and they're pretty dang healthy, too. 

The main issue, though, is that the J-Man him- 
self was a drinker. The last thing he drank, you 
know, was not Welch’s Grape Juice. 


13 





Contest 


Crazy Dan Marsh of Wayne, Michigan: “What 
is this movie? It’s a spy flick with a shipping crate on 
a dock. Anyway, the crate machine-guns women in 
bikinis on or near the dock. A very bad-tempered 
box. I think it was a spy flick.” 


Contest #2 


Jim Garfield of San Diego: “I would like to 
know the name of every film based on the writings of 
the Marquis de Sade or featuring the Marquis as a 
character. I already know of Bloody Pit of Horror, 
Marat/Sade, Waxwork, and Jesus Franco’s Deadly 
Sanctuary.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the December 12 issue, Don Hart of Webster, 
Texas, wrote: “Hey, I got one for you! What was the 
name of the movie with Connie Selleca and the giant 
sea turtle?” 

We received 13 correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And heis... 

Brent A. Richardson of Columbus, Ohio: “The 
answer is the 1978 ABC made-for-TV movie Ber- 
muda Depths. As I remember it, it was pretty good. 
Not only did you get to see Connie Selleca wet (often), 
you also got to see Burl Ives eaten by a giant turtle. 
Carl Weathers was in it, too. It’s got some other 
strange stuffin it. The underwater special effects are 
very good, but the above-the-water special effects 
are lousy because they were handled by two different 
effects companies. Also, when they first broadcast 
the movie, the picture went out for about an hour and 
the flick became a radio show for the middle third of 
the story.” 

Additional information came from our 12 run- 
ners-up... 

Matt Russell of Arlington, Texas: “It starred 
Burl Ives as a crotchety old movie biologist, Carl 
Weathers as the soon-to-be-fishfood sidekick. Connie 
Selleca played Jennie Haniver, a girl supposedly 
drowned 200 or so years ago. I don’t recall who 
played the blond beach guy who ended up doing the 
‘hide the fishie’ game with Connie. Also, I think this 
was the first time the industry did the ‘glowing evil 
eyes’ trick with fluorescent contact lenses. It plays 
on indie stations late at night every now and again.” 

Darren McGeary of Watervliet, New York: “It 
also starred Leigh McCloskey.” 

Kevin Paez of Richardson, Texas: “The superb 


production is as good or better than any episode of 
The Six Million Dollar Man.” 

Richard Wright of Albuquerque, New Mexico: 
“It was also known as It Came Up From the Depths 
and Bamyuda No Nazo. This was one of a series of 
Japanese-American co-productions involving Arthur 
Rank, Jr., and Jules Bass as executive producers. 
How could a made-for-TV movie miss with such 
towering acting talents as Julie Woodson as Doshan 
and Ruth Attaway as Delia? The movie was origi- 
nally shown January 27, 1978, on ABC. In Europe 
the film was released theatrically. Scientist Ives 
pursuing the mysteries of the deep is threatened by 
Jennie (Selleca), a beautiful girl who seems to have 
returned from the dead, and by a giant prehistoric 
sea turtle, a/k/a devil god, that dwells in the deadly 
Bermuda Triangle. Jennie, born in 1701, has been 
granted eternal life and beauty by, believe it or not, 
the turtle. The teleplay was written by William 
Overgard, writer of the Steve Roper comic strip. The 
director was Tom Kotani, who also directed The 
Ivory Ape (1980-TVM) with Jack Palance, and co- 
directed The Last Dinosaur (1977-TVM) with Rich- 
ard Boone. Both of these films were also Japanese- 
American co-productions with Bass and Rank as 
executive producers.” , 

Terry Maher of Stow, Ohio: “The monster was 
neat, but they didn’t show it enough.” 

Dan Cziraky of Newark, New Jersey: “This is 
perhaps one of the worst things ever actually aired 
on television. The awful effects were done by Arthur 
Rankin, Jr.,and Jules Bass, the team responsible for 
countless animated TV specials (Rudolph the Red- 
Nosed Reindeer, Santa Claus Is Coming to Town, 
‘Twas the Night Before Christmas, Frosty the 
Snowman, Here Comes Peter Cottontail, The Hobbit, 
Return of the King), children’s movies (Mad Monster 
Party, The Daydreamer, Willie McBean & His Magic 
Machine), and TV movies (The Last Dinosaur). The 
Bermuda Depths was notable for particularly atro- 
cious performances from Sellecca and McCloskey as 
the romantic leads, laughable shots of a tiny Carl 
Weathers doll being towed underwater by the giant 
turtle puppet (with glowing demonic eyes), and a 
brain-numbing romantic ballad/title song.” 

Scott Brents of Mesquite, Texas: “It’s highly 
possible that Ms. Selleca was responsible for some of 
my early sexual mapping. Cheesy special effects at 
the end, with drowning-doll-who-is-supposed-to-be- 
the-actor.” 

Tim Murphy of South El Monte, California: 
“The flick is directed by Tom Kotani. Connie Selleca 
is in fact a sort of were-giant sea turtle in the film. I 
seem to remember the effects work not being too 
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bad.” 

Also answering correctly were Sgt. Robert M. 
Dubois, U.S. Air Force, Ramstein, Germany; Jay 
Lucas of Dallas; Christopher Martin of St. Clair 
Shores, Michigan; and Roger Walker of Dallas. 


We Have Another Winner! 


In the December 26 issue, John Combs of 
Harrodsburg, Kentucky, wrote that he “saw a Three 
Stooges full-length movie on late night TV in the 
early 1970’s. The Stooges managed to get aboard a 
rocket ship that took off, and they ended up on 
another planet. I remember them meeting up with a 
horse that changed colors, and they even sang a song 
with it. The planet was populated with robots who 
looked human, and for some reason the robots ended 
up chasing the Stooges. I vividly recall the Stooges 
opening access panels on the backs of the robots, and 
dumping glasses of water or monkey wrenches in- 
side, which made the robots go up in smoke.” 


This was a tricky one, because the Stooges made 
three flicks with very similar plots—The Three 
Stooges in Orbit, The Three Stooges Go to Mars, and 
the correct answer, according to John’s description 
of the plot. It was sent in by our winner, one of 15 
people answering correctly, and heis... 

William Kucharski of Louisville, Colorado: 
“The answer is Have Rocket, Will Travel. I don’t 
remember where they go, perhaps Mars. I distinctly 
remember the Stooges singing the theme song as 
theyre walking along the planet’s surface. I also 
remember the multicolored horse (PC: ‘horse of 
colors’).” 

Additional information came from our 14 run- 
ners-up... 

Larry Antinozzi of Rowlett, Texas: “Have 
Rocket, Will Travel stars Moe, Larry and Joe DeRita. 
(We want Shemp, we want Shemp!) It was released 
by Columbia in 1959. In it, Joe DeRita ‘borrows’ 
Curly’s routine from A-Plumbing We Will Go (1940) 


Your Source for ‘Sorceress’ 


Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘Sorceress’ for only $10! 


send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or ul 
gif) of The Joe Bob Reportand get the supernatural horrorfest, —— 
Sorceress, featuring Linda Blair and amazon beauty Julie 





Strain, for only $10. Hurry! Offer expires August 31, 1995. 


LJ video—S$80 in foreign countries. 
& Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 
= Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 


only) 
(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. 
Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


Name 


Address 
City ee 
Roe OU ee SS 
Check one: MC ___ Visa___ Exp. Date 
Signature 
OOKS Ordering information for any of 
INDERS Joe Bob’s five books, 1990-95 bind- 


ACK ISSUES | ets, or list of back issues available. 


‘Cafe au lait My Butt?’ Mug 


Introducing the second mug in the series. This 15-ounce 
ceramic sipper is black with ‘Cafe au lait My Butt’ on the front 
in bright peach. (Other side says: “Cafe Olay used to be 
something guzzled by French weenies in shabby berets who 
hated American cheeseburgers. Now it’s something you 
order with a cheeseburger to make your date think you're 
not a weenie.”—Joe Bob Briggs) $9.95—plus $3 shipping. 
Original “Cappuccino My Butt’ mug now available in black 
with bright green lettering. 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus Sorceress 





New T-Shirls—Coming Soon! 


Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 (Fax 214-985-7448) 
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where he gets stuck in a maze of 
pipe. If this is not the correct an- 
swer, could you lie and say it is 
anyway, because I’ve never won 
anything.” 

Howard R. Musick of 
Collinsville, Texas: “There was no 
horse, buta unicorn. I’m surprised 
I have to mention that.” 

Tim Murphy of South El 
Monte, California: “The Stooges 
had stopped making shorts for 
Columbia in 1956, and then third 
Stooge Joe Besser was unwilling 
to continue due to his wife’s health 
problems. He was replaced by 
‘Curly Joe’ de Rita, amost unfunny 
fellow, who had made a few shorts 
at Columbia in the late 1940’s. 
The Stooges play bungling jani- 
tors at a rocket test site, and they 
end up being launched into space 
by mistake. Much hilarity ensues. 
They encounter a talking unicorn, 
as well as a giant flame-throwing 
tarantula and an evil computer 
that shrinks them and puts them 
in a bird cage. The computer also 
creates equally evil robot dupli- 
cates of Moe, Larry and Curly Joe. 
Everything comes out in the wash, 
of course, and the boys return tri- 
umphant to Earth, with their new 
friend the unicorn. The film co- 
stars Anna-Lisa, Jerome Cowan, 
and Bob (Robert) Colbert, later 
the star of The Time Tunnel, and 
one of the later additions to the 
Maverick family. David Lowell 
Rich directed. Cinemax shows it 
occasionally.” 

Brian Yelverton of Salem, 
Massachusetts: “Have Rocket, Will 
Travel was a staple for kiddie 
matinees for years. This was the 
first film The Stooges made after 
becoming famous again when their 
film shorts became popular on tele- 
vision, and was the debut of the 
last official Stooge, Joe De Rita (a/ 
k/a Curly Joe).” 

Also answering correctly were 
Nancy Altaras of Fort Worth, 
Texas; Robert Busch of New 
York; S.W. Cooper of Fayetteville, 
Arkansas; David Geist of Dallas; 


Maj. Michael W. Horn of 
Garmisch, Germany; David 
Horton of Mesquite, Texas; 
Samuel A. Maropis of Souda 
Bay, Crete, Greece; Terry Maher 
of Stow, Ohio; Thomas F. 
McGinnis of Pittsburgh; and 
Christopher Yu of Philadelphia. 

Honorable mentions go to 
people naming the other two 
Stooges outer-space flicks: Drew 
D. Harakal of Irving, Texas; Paul 
Kazee of Brooklyn, New York; 
Stately Wayne Manor of Drexel 
Hill, Pennsylvania; Darren 
McGeary of Watervliet, New 
York; Jerod Pore of San Fran- 
cisco; Guy Rusiski of Pittsburgh; 
Mark R. Turner of Cincinnati; 
and Ken Vaughn of Bowling 
Green, Kentucky. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 
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| Place a personal ad or message, 

| sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 

| Fax your ad to 214-985-7448 and charge 
to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 

| forget your signature and expiration 

| date) or mail your ad with check pay- 

| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 

| appear in approximately three weeks. 

| Display advertising is $75 per inch. 

| 

| 
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$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
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Books 


Trials ‘n’ Tribs ‘94—Tonya Harding’s As- 


sault ‘n’ Fellatio Capades. Complete year- 
book of 1994’s most insane news stories. $7, 
or $14 for 91, 92 and ’94.books! Lance 


Levine, 507 W. 43rd PI., Chicago, IL 60609. 


Fan Clubs 


The Gunnar Hansen International Fan 


Club. Become a charter member today! 
Your yearly membership includes a sub- 
scription to The Buzz, Gunnar’s quarterly 
newsletter, an autographed charter mem- 
bership card, signed photo and product dis- 
counts. $15 payable to The Gunnar Hansen 
International Fan Club, 9131 College Pkwy., 
Ste. 13B, Box 101, Fort Myers, FL 33919. 
Hey there Internet fanatics! All this and 
heaven too! That’s right. Joe Bob now has 
an officially authorized online fangroup. 
Read and post in alt.fan.joebob.briggs. 
For more information, or if your system 
doesn’t carry a.f.j.b., email Jenny at 
elfin1@netcom.com. 


Miscellaneous 


Get a new, legal Social Security Number. 


Details $1. Write to: SSN New, 305 Spring 


Creek Village, Suite 327, Dallas, TX 75248. 


Video Trades 


Wanted: Dragonwyck—Vincent Price/Gene 


Tierney. One Million Years B.C.—1966/ 





price! Hammer Films. Write Natalie, 6465 
ne ene ed Ses ree ene ee + Burgoyne, Houston, TX 77057. 
Joe Bob Briggs SECOND 
P.O. Box 2002 CLASS 


Dallas, TX 75221 
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